














ALTERED REPRODUCTION; 3 - WAY SPLIT  
 
To all Gay people, Americans, Females and anybody else it concerns.  
Do not be offended by what we say, we are just extracting the urine 
to give those with whom have this type of humour a laugh. If you 
are offended by any of this then you really shouldn’t be listening to 
these bands in the first place. Which makes “you” the red tape, suck 
up, trouble makers that the rest of us have to put up with.  Enjoy. 
 
A few facts for you to either intake or not give a flying fuck about: 
- “I’ve never met a bright American” was originally called “I’ve 
never met a nice South African” from the “Spitting Image” 80’s TV 
show. 
- “Distant Bums” was originally called “Distant drums” and I thing 
Jim Reeves would be turning in his grave at the alternative lyrics. 
 
Many thanks to Thomas Turd who played most of the Guitars for all 
three bands on this one.   
# = Bill Bloodington played the guitars (if you can call it playing.) 
A massive thanks as always goes out to Torn Flesh Records for 
putting this one out. You people are the brightest of Americans, well 
apart from when you let wankers like us release stuff on your label.  
Also a big thank you must go out to all of the people who 
downloaded this and any of these three bands past downloads. Nice 
one people - cheers for your support.  
 
All alternative lyrics were written by Bill Bloodington & Grim Gurgle.   
All songs by every other fucker. 
 
01. YOU SUFFER - NAPALM DEATH / SPEECH FROM DICK 
”SUBHUMANS” (BLOODINGTON) 
02. FIRE AT THE FIREHOUSE - LUDICHRIST (BLOODINGTON) 
03. I’VE NEVER MET A BRIGHT AMERICAN - SPITTING IMAGE (STEM 
CELL REDUCTION) 
04. DISTANT BUMS - JIM REEVES (THE TURD GURGLERS) 
05. STILL IN HOLLYWOOD # - CONCRETE BLONDE (BLOODINGTON) 
06. TRASHED - BLACK SABBATH (STEM CELL REDUCTION) 
07. COME TO DADDY - APHEX TWIN (THE TURD GURGLERS) 
08. THEY’RE COMING TO TAKE ME AWAY HA-HAAA! - NAPOLEON XIV 
(STEM CELL REDUCTION) 
09. SWEET NOTHING’S - BRENDA LEE (THE TURD GURGLERS) 
10. TUBE DISASTER - FLUX OF PINK INDIANS (BLOODINGTON) 
11. NEWMANGENERATOR - BIG BLACK (STEM CELL REDUCTION) 
12. WHAT’S GOING ON? # - THE MOB (THE TURD GURGLERS) 



13. TOO LATE # - SNUFF (BLOODINGTON) 
 
 
YOU SUFFER - NAPALM DEATH / SPEECH FROM DICK ”SUBHUMANS”  
 
You suffer but why? 
 
 
FIRE AT THE FIREHOUSE - LUDICHRIST   
 
Hey you human scum come and gather round, 
And I'll sing ya little ditty bout ol Joe Bob. 
Now ol Joe Bobs' not around today, 
But his sprit lives on, 
I'm sorry to say. 
 
Joe Bob was a good ol boy, 
Dressed in sheets, a rope his toy. 
Thought he was tough - a real man, 
A Knight of the Ku Klux Klan. 
It made him sick when people claimed; 
"It's only skin we're all the same" 
Then one night he hit the sack, 
When he woke up he was black. 
Was no joke, was no dream, 
Joe Bob Black could only scream; 
"Oh my God! Holy Shit!" 
 
"Oh for fuck sake won'tcha look at me, 
Its like a fire at the firehouse, 
How could this be? 
I'm like a doctor who get cancer 
Lord hear my prayers 
There's a fire at the firehouse, 
And its not fair!" 
 
Now Joe Bob, he was scared 
And the KKK was mad. 
So he tried to explain; 
"It's only skin, I'm still the same." 
They hung Joe Bob from a tree. 
 
 
NEVER MET A BRIGHT AMERICAN - SPITTING IMAGE  



 
I've travelled this whole world of ours from Barnsley to Peru 
I've had sunshine in the arctic and a swim in Tinbuktu 
I've seen unicorns in Burma and a Yetti in Nepal 
And I've danced with ten foot pygmies in a Montezuma hall 
I've met the King of China and a working Yorkshire miner 
 
But I've never met a bright American. 
No he's never met a bright American 
And that's not bloody surprising man 
'Cause we're a bunch of gun-ho bastards 
Who think we’re the greatest.  
 
I once got served in Woolies after less than four week's wait 
I had lunch with Gordon Ramsey when he paid and wasn't late 
I know a public swimming bath where they don't piss in the pool 
I know a guy who got a job straight after leaving school 
I've met a normal merman and a really honest German 
 
But I've never met a bright American. 
No he's never met a bright American. 
And that's not bloody surprising man 
'Cause we're a bunch of tall story tellers. 
Who smell dead pansies.  
 
I've had a close encounter of the twenty-second kind 
That's when an alien spaceship disappears up your behind 
I bought something from Ebay and I didn’t get ripped off. 
I’ve heard wankers say that the Beatles songs will always be the 
top. 
I've seen a flying pig in a quite convincing wig 
 
But I've never met a nice bright American. 
No he's never met a nice bright American. 
And that's not bloody surprising man 
'Cause we're a bunch of ignorant loudmouths 
With a crap sense of humour.  
 
I've met the Loch Ness monster and he looks like Fred Astaire 
At the BBC in London he's the chief commissionaire 
I know a place in Glasgow which is rife with daffodillies 
I met a man in Katmandu who claimed to have two willies 
I've had a nice pot noodle but I've never had a poodle 
 



And I've never met a nice bright American. 
No he's never met a nice bright American. 
And that's not bloody surprising man 
Because we've never met one either 
Except for Wesley Willis - Yeah he‘s a damn cool American. 
And he’s hardly ever hurt anyone. 
And not very smelly at all. 
Even though he is dead now. 
Rock over London - Rock on Chicago!  
 
 
DISTANT BUMS - JIM REEVES 
 
I smell the sense of distant bums.  in the pub - at the club. 
And if they call for me to come. 
Then I must go and you will obey. 
   So Terry glance at me.  Make me wet. 
You’re a transvestite and you look so good in that dress. 
I love the style of perm that you have chosen for your hair. 
If you love me Terry let me have your dairy air. 
  I feel my pants begin to grow.  Try to hide but you just know. 
What I’m after and hope you will give. 
Across you knee and drink you wee. 
  So Terry marry me.  I just can’t wait. 
To be your sex slave until our dying day. 
Shove that dildo so far up my small little arse. 
If you love me Terry; Terry fuck me hard. 
 
 
STILL IN HOLLYWOOD - CONCRETE BLOND  
 
I was walking down the street early this morning 
Past the graveyard, voices whisper to me. 
I was walking down the street, early this morning 
And the silver tears of rain hung from the leaves 
And I swear I heard the voices singing to me... 
Singing to the rhythm of the beat of my feet, 
I swear I heard the voices singing to me - 
Keep on, keep on, keep on. 
 
Still in Hollywood! 
Oh wow! thought Id be out of here by now. 
Still in Hollywood! 
My, my I'm running on a wheel and I dont know why 



I don't know why. 
 
And on the bus today, I met the queen of l.a. - 
At least she said she was and who am I to say?  
She was sixty-five and full of life, 
She had purple-painted cheeks 
And glitter on her eyes 
And the troll on the corner, I flipped him a quarter 
And he looked at me and smiled. 
He wasn't abused, he wasn't confused, 
He had nothing to gain and less to lose in Hollywood 
 
Oh wow! thought Id be out of here by now. 
Still in Hollywood! 
My, my I'm running like a rat and I don't know why 
 
And so its three a.m., Im out walking again. 
I'm just a spot on the sidewalk in a city of sin. 
He doesn't give a fuck, he's living under a truck. 
You know it could' a been me, guess its just my luck. 
But I swear I hear the voices singing to me - 
Keep on, keep on, keep on. 
 
 
TRASHED - BLACK SABBATH 
 
It really was a meeting the bottle took a beating 
the ladies of the manor watched me climb into my car and I was 
going down the track about a hundred and five They had the 
stopwatch rolling 
I had the headlights blazing I was really alive And yet my mind was 
blowing 
I drank a bottle of tequila and I felt real good But on the twenty-fifth 
lap at the canal turn 
I went off exploring 
I knew I wouldn't make it the car just wouldn't make it 
I was turning the tires burning the ground was in my sky 
I was laughing the bitch was trashed and death was in my eye 
 
I had started pretty good and I was feeling my way I had the wheels 
in motion 
There was Peter and the Greenfly laughing like drains Inebriation 
The crowd was roaring I was at Brands Hatch in my imagination 
But at the canal turn I hit an oily patch Inebriation 



I knew I wouldn't make it the car just wouldn't make it 
I was turning the tires burning the ground was in my sky 
I was laughing the bitch was trashed and death was in my eye 
 
Ooh Mr. Miracle, you saved me from some pain 
I thank you Mr. Miracle, I won't get trashed again 
Ooh, can you hear my lies 
Don't you bother with this fool just laugh into my eyes 
 
So we went back to the bar and hit the bottle again but there was no 
tequila 
Then we started on the whiskey just to steady our brains 'Cause 
there was no tequila 
And as we drank a little faster at the top of our hill We began to roll 
And as we got trashed we were laughing still oh bless my soul 
 
 
COME TO DADDY - APHEX TWIN 
 
Basically all this says is. 
 
I want you soul.  I need your soul.  I will eat your soul. I fuck your 
soul.  
 
 
THEY’RE COMING TO TAKE ME AWAY - NAPOLEON XIV 
 
Remember when you ran away  And I got on my knees 
And begged you not to leave Because I'd go berserk? 
Well. . . 
You left me anyhow And then the days got worse and worse 
And now you see I've gone Completely out of my mind 
And. . . 
 
They're coming to take me away, HA HA 
They're coming to take me away, HO HO HEE HEE HA HA 
To the funny farm Where life is beautiful all the time 
And I'll be happy to see Those nice, young men 
In their clean, white coats And they're coming to take me away, 
Ha-haaa! 
 
You thought it was a joke And so you laughed 
You laughed when I had said That losing you would make me flip my 
lid 



Right. . . 
You know you laughed, I heard you laugh You laughed, you laughed 
and laughed 
And then you left But now you know I'm utterly mad! 
And. . . 
 
They're coming to take me away, HA HA 
They're coming to take me away, HO HO HEE HEE HA HA 
To the happy home With trees and flowers and chirping birds 
And basket weavers who sit and smile And twiddle their thumbs and 
toes 
And they're coming to take me away, Ha-haaa! 
 
I cooked your food I cleaned your house 
And this is how you pay me back For all my kind, unselfish loving 
deeds?!! 
Hah. . . 
 
Well you just wait They'll find you yet 
And when they do they'll Put you in the ASPCA, you mangy mutt! 
And. . . 
 
They're coming to take me away, HA HA 
They're coming to take me away, HO HO HEE HEE HA HA 
To the funny farm Where life is beautiful all the time 
And I'll be happy to see Those nice, young men 
In their clean, white coats 
And they're coming to take me away, Ha-haaa! 
 
To the happy home With trees and flowers and chirping birds 
And basket weavers who sit and smile And twiddle their thumbs and 
toes 
And they're coming to take me away, Ha-haaa! 
 
To the funny farm Where life is beautiful all the time 
And I'll be happy to see Those nice, young men 
In their clean, white coats 
And they're coming to take me away, Ha-haaa! 
 
 
SWEET NOTHING’S - BRENDA LEE 
 
My bitch she whispers in my ear - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
She knows the word I love to hear - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 



Things she wouldn’t tell nobody else.  Secret sexy, I’ll keep them to 
myself. 
Sweet nothing’s, Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
 
We walk along hand in hand - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
Yeah; we both understand - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
Sitting in the class I’m trying ‘a read my book. 
My slut she gives me that special look. 
Sweet nothing’s, Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
 
Oh baby; give me some of that sex text that you love to give me.  
It drives me crazy and those dirty emails that you send me.  
It makes me so horny. 
 
Give me some of that tilthy, tilthy talk.  
You know i love it, i love it so much.  
Sweet nothing’s, Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
 
I’m sitting on my front porch - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
You know i love you of course - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
But my old dear went and turned on the front porch light; she said. 
“You listen hear I’ve just about had enough of your shite.” 
Sweet nothing’s - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
Oooh sweet nothing’s.  
I’m getting horny here - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
Yeah; you turn me on - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
Yeah; text me again - Oooh sweet nothing’s.  Please text me. 
I wanna hear my phone beep - Oooh sweet nothing’s.  Beep, beep, 
beep. 
Oh; it sends me to sleep - Oooh sweet nothing’s.  You bore me. 
Oh that dirty, dirty talk - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
Uhha; come here - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
Fuck me now - Oooh sweet nothing’s. 
 
 
TUBE DISASTER  - FLUX OF PINK INDIANS 
 
I love tube disasters 
I wanna marry a tube disaster 
I want another one like the last one 
cause i live for tube disasters yeah 
 
build up some speed 
don't shut your eyes 



make sure that everyone in the train dies 
you don't get no prize no time to say goodbyes 
just smile everyone, 
you'll be on t.v. tonight that's right 
 
I love tube disasters 
I wanna marry a tube disaster 
I want another one like the last one 
cause i live for tube disasters yeah 
 
go through a wall forget about the brakes 
it's so much easier than the pills you can take 
i go through moorgate and I'm wide awake 
but no bloody driver's gone and made a mistake, 
that's yet 
is it me that needs a home? 
not likely, vicarious of living rids your boredom 
 
I love tube disasters 
I wanna marry a tube disaster 
I want another one like the last one 
cause i live for tube disasters yeah 
 
 
NewManGenerator  - BIG BLACK 
 
Who owns the key? I do, that's right, I do 
And who owns the machine? I do, that's right, I do 
This device will make me famous 
This device will make me fly 
This device will make all holy 
This device defies all laws 
This device will make me famous 
This device will make me fly 
This device will make me holy 
This device defies all laws 
Laws that are stupid and make no sense 
NewManGenerator, this can rule the world 
I know it -- I know, I built this thing 
I know what she does 
Who owns the key? That's right, I do 
And who owns the machine? That's right, I do. 
 
 



WHAT’S GOING ON - THE MOB 
 
Don’t where I’m going don’t where I’ve been 
don’t know what I’m doing I carry something in 
don’ know all the things you say I don’t know what you mean. 
don’t where I’m going but I know just where I’ve been. 
what’s going on. 
don’t what I’m talking I don't know what I’ve had 
don’t know what you’ve given me I know it’s something bad 
don’ know all the things you say I don’t know what you mean. 
don’t where I’m going but I know just where I’ve been. 
what’s going on. 
Don’t where I’m going don’t where I’ve been 
don’t know what I’m doing I carry something in 
don’ know all the things you say I don’t know what you mean. 
don’t where I’m going but I know just where I’ve been. 
what’s going on. 

 
 
 
TOO LATE - SNUFF 

 
Too late to find the reason Too late to wonder why 
Too soon to forget the question Too soon to have to decide 

 
Just why I'm still thinking about the times and places 
What could have been, could have been different 
What should have been...It's too late 

 
Too late to kiss the answer Too late to slap the truth 
Too soon to cover footsteps Too soon to start anew... 

 
On a different trail of lies 
Ignoring questions and wondering why 
I can't say I don't love you and just can't say I do. 

Too late. 
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 Bloodington - Drunken wasps of anger T-shirts now available; 
small, medium, large & extra large.
All prices include postage and packaging. 
UK = £7.50   Europe = £8.50  Rest of the world = £10.00
Paypal us at  bloodingtongrind@gmail.com 
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